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other boat could look so trim or sail so fast. To our
surprise, consent was given, not without a long lecture
from father on the need for caution with so precious
a thing, reinforced by some words, and many a tear,
from mother.

Off we went then, hearts beating painfully, accom-
panied by half a dozen little ragamuffins who I
fancy were more sceptical than we realized and
they would own. Unlike us, they had not lived, as
it were, under the shadow of little George's boat in
its little glass case. Premonitions of disaster sent
cold shivers through our bodies as we made our
way to the lake. At length alternately aided and
harassed by much friendly and some sarcastic advice,
but decidedly unnerved by the casual demeanour of
rival mariners, we placed our boat on the waters. At
first nothing would make it head for the other side of
the lake. Evidently, we thought, it was like a puppy
and had to get accustomed to the water. But we were
worried, and our followers began to talk mutinously.

Flinging discretion to the winds we gave the boat
a great shove, and the voyage was begun. , Alas,
had we but heeded mother's pleading that we should
sail it at the end of a string! It made its way to the
middle of the lake without the aid of wind or sail,
for the latter remained crinkled and creased to the
end, with none of the bold "bellying to the wind"
that we had promised ourselves. Once in the middle
of the lake the momentum of our great push gave
out and the vessel remained motionless while meaner
craft passed swiftly on their way.